[47°]
" Just as you like. I would rather have shown you the place I mean. In case you don't like it. Besides, it's better to make sure that it's empty."
"Not likely to be any lice there, are there? She's particular, you know."
Quinette pushed Leheudry gently forwards. " Come on, hurry up I   We can't keep her waiting at that tram-car stop like this."
At last Leheudry entered the gallery at right angles. He kept on exploring the walls with the light of his torch.
" She'll never come to a place like this. Never in this world," he repeated. ee You don't know her. You get such funny ideas. Never - not she 1 "
" Oh well, that's easily settled. She can wait outside, at the entrance to the gallery. She won't be afraid there. I'll come and fetch you."
" In that case, it's not worth while going any further." " Of course it is !    Just a little further.    I didn't think you were such a coward as this."
Quinette felt for his pocket and plunged his hand into it. " Hell! " said Leheudry ; " I'm not going any farther." He bent forward, with his feet a little far apart in the dust, humping his back.   He still pointed his torch at the end of the underground passage.    But its beam remained steady, like the stare of a terrified animal.
*e What's that over there ? " Quinette asked him suddenly, almost with a cry. " There, right in front of you! . . . Turn the light on it! "
He took advantage of the sound of his own words, and a noisy clearing of his throat with which he followed them, to cover a sliding and clicking of metal.
Leheudry recoiled a half-step backwards, but he was staring straight in front of him as hard as he could. He was trembling.
Quinette put his pistol within a couple of inches of the back of his head and .fired twice, deliberately.
An instant later he found himself deafened, in complete darkness, enveloped in the smell of powder. He took just

